4.50         THE   MEMOIRS   OF  JACQUES   CASANOVA
country was growing so strong in me that I felt I could
not live an exile any longer. For the last seventy years the
world had accepted and relied on Houssaye's History, which
was a clever satire, containing much truth and many calum-
nies. No one had taken the trouble to refute the latter, and,
indeed, it would not have been possible for a Venetian living
b the republic to do so, for the government allows no one,
en principle, to write about it, either in praise or blame. I
believe that this work was reserved for me, on account of
my exceptional situation. My cause of complaint would put
me above all suspicion of partiality, and the evidence with
which I could back up my contradictions of his lies and
blunders made me hope for a tardy act of justice. Per-
mission to return to my country was surely due to me, after
fourteen years' exile, and I thought the inquisitors would
gladly seize this opportunity to repair their harshness. I was
right, though they made me wait five years for a favour
which they might have granted me at once. M. de Bragadin
was dead; I had only my two old friends, Dandolo and
Barbaro, left: it was, thanks to them, that fifty people in
Venice subscribed to my book secretly.
From Lugano I went to Turin, where I intended to
spend the winter; the English minister there was a friend
of mine, and I had other agreeable acquaintances. We were
a little society composed of Epicureans: there was the old
Chevalier Raiberti, the Count de la Perouse, the charming
Abbe de Roubieu, the voluptuous Count de Riva, and the
already-mentioned Englishman. We all loved literature and
good cheer, and gave delightful supper-parties. It was dur-
ing my stay there that a pretty milliner, the mistress of
la Perouse, being at the point of death, swallowed her lover's
portrait instead of the Eucharist. I wrote two sonnets on
this incident, and am as pleased with them to-day as I was
then.
The Russian squadron was at this time at Leghorn, under
the command of Count OrlofF. The squadron threatened to
Lombard Constantinople, and might perhaps have done so

